come and see a match which he thought might interest us
on one of the back courts. We followed at once and
found that it was one of the heats of the tournament in
which Austin was playing with the Queen of Siam
against a couple of local players of mediocre ability. It
was the strangest performance I have ever seen. Her
Majesty, when she played tennis, evidently liked to play
it. She took up her own position on the court and kept
it, and any unusual strategy on the part of her partner, such
as a rush to the net or a leaning towards her own little
kingdom, seemed to fill her with surprise. I don't sup-
pose Austin had ever played that sort of tennis since he
took up the game seriously, and in the end he became
thoroughly bewildered. He served double faults, he
netted continually and even his efforts at placing were
failures. At odd intervals, of course, there came one of
his brilliant strokes which the couple on the other side
made no attempt to deal with, but, alas, they came too
seldom and the end of the set was a crushing defeat.
The Queen passed me on her way off the courts and gave
me a dazzling smile.
" I not play well, no ? " she asked.
" Indeed, Your Majesty, you played very well," I
assured her. " It was your partner who was evidently
nervous. I never saw him play worse in my life."
She passed on, apparently a little comforted, to where
the King was waiting for her. He was at all times,
when they were on the tennis court, at any rate, her most
punctilious escort.
Monte Carlo tennis suffered a terrible loss with the
passing of George Butler. He was a generous patron of
the game and he was responsible for bringing there many
of the great stars of the day. At his luncheons'! have met,
amongst others, Tilden, who has a most attractive per-
sonality. The last time I saw him he had just written a
novel, a copy of which he sent me. Then there was
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